And all your delicate strength and youthful air,
Destiny will compel you to bestow!

Refuse, withdraw, and hesitate awhile,

Your young reluctance does but fan the flame;

My partner, Love, waits, with a tender smiley
Who play against him play a losing game.

I, strong in nothing else, have strength in this,
The subtlest, most resistless, force we know

Is aiding me; and you must stoop and kiss:
The genius of the race will have it so!

Yet, make it not too long, nor too intense

My thirst; lest I should break beneath the strain.

And the worn nerves, and over-wearied sense,
Enjoy not what they spent themselves to gain.

Lest, in the hour when you consent to stare
That human passion Beauty makes divine*

Z, over worn, should find you over fair,
Lest I should die before I make you mine.

You will consent, those dim, reluctant feet,
Falling as lightly on the careless street

As the white petals of a wind-worn Sower,
Will bring you here, at the Appointed Hoar*